"Come on, we're going to be late!"

The voice of an annoyed mother echoed down the hallway and into the room of a little girl. The girl wore a white shirt with red long sleeves and a giant number "1" on the front and back. Her red shorts went down to her knees, and she made sure her black and white sneakers were tied.

"Coming!"

The young girl zipped up her backpack; the handle of a wooden baseball bat stuck out. She rushed down the hall, out the door and into her mom's car. It was early in the morning, the sun barely peeked over the horizon. They drove down the empty city streets to the Royal Woods Elementary School.

"Are you excited? Sign up starts today."

The girl began bouncing up and down in her seat.

"Yeah! Can't wait for the season to start."

"What position are you going to go for?"

"Pitcher, of course. I've been practicing my throw all summer."

"Well, you know you won't be able to spend as much time with Lincoln once the season starts, right?"

"Yeah, I know. That's the only downside to this. For me, anyway, I'm sure he's happy he has one less kid to babysit."

"Hey now, he never disliked watching you kids..."

She pauses briefly.

"...unless you broke something."

"I didn't break it!"

"One of you did. And if it wasn't you then who was it?"

"None of us."

"None of you?"

"I'm telling you, it fell all on it's own."

"Really? Then why did it look like it was smashed with a bat?"

"It wasn't that bad! Plus, Liby was the one holding my bat."

"So it was Liby?"

"I'm not saying it was her, just saying she held by bat. Plus, if Lupa didn't set it so close to the edge, it wouldn't have...fallen over."

"Liby says you handed her your bat."

"I did give her my bat, but that has nothing to do with the toy breaking."

This was all heard before, when first confronted about the incident. It's quite amazing how all three was able to come up with a story so fast; and agree to it. The time for talking about it was over, they have arrived at school. The mom took her usual teacher parking spot, near the gymnasium. They got out and headed inside the gym. The girl sprinted to the bulletin board and scoped out the baseball sign-ups. She spotted it and wrote down her name and requested spot: Lacy Loud, Pitcher.

Lacy spent the morning practicing her pitching against the baseball net. Her aim was top notch, hitting the center of the net nine times out of ten. A few kids entered the gym to sign up for the baseball team. Lacy knew most of them and they chatted up a bit; talking about their future team. An old rotund man entered the gym; it was Coach Pacowski. He was carrying in a giant bag of basketballs.

"How you all doing, today?" He asks with a wave.

The kids respond with an amalgamation of "good", "not so bad", and "pretty good".

"Great to hear, you all signed up for baseball?"

The kids all respond with a "yes", some even giving the thumbs up.

"Excellent! And who's going to be my star player this season?"

They all began cheering and shouting, each saying it's going to be them.

"Hahaha! That's what I like to see. Now you better hurry to class, School starts soon."

He entered the gym's supply closet as the first bell rang. The kids all scamper out the doors and begin separating down the halls. Lacy headed to her fifth grade classroom; Mrs. Agnes Pacowski's class. She took her usual spot and started taking her homework out of her bag. Soon after, a girl with hair as white as snow took the desk next to her. Her white hair contrasted with everything else she had: black sweater, black skirt, black boots with long black socks. What contrasted most about the girl, was the smile that was permanently on her face.

"Hey, Lupa, how's it going?"

Lupa turned to Lacy with her usual smile. "It Could be worse." The sweet, monotone voice she had further juxtaposed with everything.

"Did you do your homework?"

Lupa took out her binder and sketchbook. "Of course, it was easy."

"Did you get number 17?"

"Yes."

"What about 22?"

"..."

"4?"

"Lacy..."

"What did you write for the essay question?"

"Lacy!"

"What?"

"Did you do your homework?"

"Yeah, of course. Most of it, anyway."

"Did you really?"

"Yes, 16 out of 30 is most."

Lupa brought her head back and sighed. "You are on your own, cousin."

"Aw c'mon, Lupe! Don't be like that."

Lupa opened up her sketchbook and turned to a fresh page

"You are out of time, anyways."

On cue, the final bell rang and school was in session. Mrs. Pacowski entered the room.

"Okay, class, first things first, hand in your homework."

The kids all scoot out of their chairs and begin piling their homework onto her desk. Their first lesson was a mathematical one. Everyone took notes on the lesson; except for Lupa who opted to draw, instead. Hours dragged by as the kids learned History next. Fifteen minutes before lunch, Mrs. Pacowski handed out the homework for the two subjects and let the kids get a head start on it. She walked around the class and observed the students working diligently; answering any questions they might have. She got to Lupa, who was still drawing in her book.

"You not going to do your homework, Lupa?"

"I will do it later."

Mrs. Pacowski put her hands on her hips and gave the girl a stern look. "So what am I, today?"

Lupa paused her drawing and slightly tilted her sketchbook, hiding the picture from her teacher. "You are a succubus."

"What's a succubus?"

Lupa looked at her teacher, deciding whether or not to actually tell her what one was.

"Never mind, I don't want to know."

Mrs. Pacowski continued observing the other students. While she didn't like that Lupa focused more on her art than her studies, she couldn't stop her as she always did her homework on time.

The lunch bell rang as every kid ran out the classrooms and into the lunchroom. Lacy and Lupa got their trays of food and headed to the usual table they sit at. The table was already preoccupied by a brown-haired girl wearing a heavy set of braces. These kind of braces are the ones that circle around your head, twice. They live in an age where all of the world's data can be accessed by a device in the palm of your hand, and yet this girl's face looks like a bear trap. She wore a white blouse and a yellow plaid long-skirt. She was drinking soup from a thermos container and reading a book when the other two showed up

"Sup, Liby?"

"What's SOUP with you guys? Haha, get it?"

She tries, she really does try. Lacy and Lupa cringe at that terrible excuse of a joke and take their seat next to her.

"So you guys going to Uncle Lincoln's place tonight?

"Yepper, Mom's got a show tonight." Liby says, taking another sip from her thermostat

"Yes."

"You're Mom ever decide if she wanted to take the permanent swing shift? Lacy asks, taking a bite of her pizza slice.

"Yes, she likes the night customers more than the day."

"You signed up for baseball, right? Does that mean you won't be spending a few hours every day with Uncle Lincoln, anymore?" Liby asks.

"Yeah, Mom's ganna be able to take me home after practice, now."

"Well, at least less of his stuff will end up broken." Lupa points out

"I- you're the one who placed that toy too close to the table edge!"

"I had to place it there because Liby put our backpacks everywhere else on the table."

"Well, Lacy is the fool who thought it was a good idea to practice her swing INSIDE."

They continued to argue for a bit when a few of their friends finally joined the table. The cousins came to the conclusion to stick with their current story. Lunch was over and they herded back to their rooms. Liby split off from the girls and went to her sixth grade class with Mrs. DiMartino. Mrs. Pacowski continued to teach the class English and Writing. Lupa continued to draw and the school day finally came to an end. The students stuffed their homework into their bags and began piling out the door. Lacy and Lupa head out to the parking lot where Liby was waiting. They all looked around for a bit before Lacy finally spots a young man with white hair wearing an orange polo shirt, blue jeans and an Ace Savvy jacket walking towards them.

"Uncle Lincoln" Liby and Lacy shouted as they ran towards him to give him a hug.

"It's good to see you guys." Lincoln said, arms wrapped around the girls.

Lupa walked up behind the girls. "Hello, Uncle."

Lincoln looked up from the group hug and raised an eyebrow at Lupa. "You ganna join the hug or what?"

"No, thank you. I am good right here."

"Are you sure?"

The corner of Lupa's smile twitched. She remembers the last time she refused to hug Lincoln. He chased her around the parking lot and, with the help of Liby and Lacy, finally caught her with a hug before carrying her in his arms to his car. It was a rather embarrassing experience; teachers and students laughed at the dark girl being carried away like a princess. While funny, now, the first time he chased her around the parking lot lead to some angry teachers and nervous explaining. Lupa decides it's best to give her Uncle a quick hug.

"That's better."

Lincoln rubs the top of her white hair before they all head out to his car. Lacy calls shotgun and runs to the vehicle. They all pile into the blue sedan and buckle up. Small talk about how their day's been commences. Someone farted in the car, everyone blames Lacy but she says it wasn't her. Liby makes a joke about inappropriately timed farts; it stinks and everyone awkwardly laughs. Lincoln tells them that Lily's having a girl. Lupa asks why there are so many girls in this family. Lacy admits to being the one who farted earlier. Lincoln laughs at the fact that Lori's son, Raul, is the only boy so far. Liby asks when Lincoln's going to have a kid. Lincoln says he's too busy with work to find himself a wife. Lupa says that he could just have a one night stand, like their mothers. Lincoln says it doesn't work that way. Lacy asks why she can't roll down the windows. Lincoln starts laughing as everyone else starts gagging at the foul smell filling the car. He had a peanut butter and sauerkraut sandwich for lunch. They finally arrive at Lincoln's place, exiting the car as fast as possible and taking a deep breath of fresh air.

Lincoln wipes the tears from his eyes, walking up to his front door. As soon as he unlocks it, Lupa runs inside and into his office. She has always enjoyed his illustrations for the comic book company he works for; but even more so now that he was recently commissioned to draw for the Devilgirl series. Liby throws her backpack onto his coffee table. Lacy places her backpack, and Liby's, onto the floor next to the table. Lincoln heads into his kitchen and begins looking through his cabinets.

"What do you guys want for dinner?"

"Whatever is fine." Lupa shouts from the office.

"You still got that frozen lasagna?" Liby asks, pulling a book out of her backpack.

"Yep." Lincoln pulls a box of family sized lasagna from his freezer and looks over the instructions and puts it back in. "Alright, It'll be ready by six. Lacy, you and Lynn staying for dinner?"

Lacy takes her baseball equipment out of her backpack. "Nah, mom's got some chicken thawing." She proceeds to make her way out to the backyard.

"Don't break anything." Lincoln shouts at Lacy.

"I didn't break it!" Lacy shouts back and closes the backdoor.

"Didn't say you did."

Liby cozies up on his couch and continues reading from her bookmark. Lincoln messes up Liby's hair and goes to his office. Lupa is sitting in his chair, going through his work computer, scoping out the panels he's finished.

"You still drawing, right?"

"Yeah, drew a succubus during school."

"You shouldn't draw during class." Lincoln points to her backpack. "May I?"

"Of course." Lupa doesn't take her eyes off the screen.

Lincoln opens her backpack and takes out her sketch book. She's very protective of her work, only allowing a few people to look through it; her mother, the art teacher and Lincoln. He opens the last drawn page and looks over her demon drawing. She's definitely improving, her lines are cleaner and her shading is consistent. He takes a closer look at the succubus's face, she looks familiar. Lincoln turns to the previous page and compares the two. Although slight, the different in skill between the two is apparent. He flips back to the succubus drawing and puts it up to his monitor. He aligns the sketch book drawing with one of his comic panels.

"You need to work on shadows in the crevices, like in the pit of the elbow."

He points at the two characters' elbows, and then at his own. "You see how there's still a shadow, even in direct light?"

Lupa inspects his elbow and then the drawings, nodding her head. "Okay, I will start focusing on that."

Lincoln puts the sketchbook on his desk exits his office. "You're doing great, though. I'm proud of you."

He walks up to Liby, who is completely enamored by her book. He crouches behind her and reads over her shoulder.

"What's happening now?"

Liby jumps in response, but quickly calms down. "I really wish you'd stop doing that."

"Did Mikhail ever make it pass those gnawers?"

"Oh, yeah, a while ago. Now he and his family settled in a new village, but there's shadow leapers attacking every night."

"When did all this happen?"

"Well, he reached the new settlement at the end of the last book."

"Last book? You started that book yesterday." Lincoln sits on the other side of the couch, facing Liby.

"Yeah, and I finished it last night. I've been reading this one all day."

"You shouldn't read during class. How's your writing going?"

Liby closes the book and purses her lips. "It's not going."

Lincoln does an exaggerated shrug. "What do you mean it's not going? You said you wanted to be a writer."

"It's hard! I don't know what to write about."

"What about an apocalyptic future? You like reading about those."

"I tried thinking of one, but I can't make an original story."

"Well, don't start with one, then. Make a short story based on that book; for practice."

Liby rolls her eyes. "Egh, that just reminds me of some of the fan fiction I've read."

Lincoln raises an eyebrow. "There's an idea. Make a little fan fiction about your favorite character; what was his name?"

"You mean Mikhail's best friend, Artyom?

"Yeah, make a story about those two going hunting, alone. It gets cold at night and they need huddle together for warmth."

Liby's cheeks grow red. "Uhh, I-I don't know about that."

"And then one thing leads to another and-"

"Stop."

"You should get some illustrations for this story; maybe Lupa will draw some for you?"

"I do not do humans." Lupa shouts from the office.

"Then what DO you do?" Lincoln shouts back.

No response from Lupa.

Liby opens her book back up. "I'll try to write something during school tomorrow."

Lincoln gets up from the couch. "You shouldn't write during class." He heads out the backdoor.

Lacy was pitching baseballs against the net Lincoln bought her for her birthday last year. She had one already, but she needed another one for Lincoln's place. She throws a fastball, hitting the center and scooting the net back.

"You know, when I was your age, I was lucky if the ball left my hand at all."

Lacy chuckles at the joke and throws another. Once again, perfect aim and the net is pushed back again.

"Wanna toss the ball around with me?"

Lacy smiles at her uncle. "Sure, one more pitch."

She winds up and throws a final fastball. It hits the center again, but the net has been pushed too far back and it bounces off the wooden fence behind it. It ricochets off and hits her right in the knee. Lacy yelps in pain and collapses onto the ground, holding her knee. Lincoln runs over to her and sits on his knee next to her.

"You okay?"

Lacy is rubbing her injured knee. "Yeah, just hurts a bit."

"Want me to kiss it to make it feel better?"

"I'm not a baby."

"You're right, I better use something stronger."

Lincoln reaches out to Lacy's sides and starts tickling her. She starts writhing around, laughing.

"S-stop!"

"Do you feel better?"

"Ye-ha-es!"

"You sure?"

"Yes!"

Lincoln finally stops torturing the girl. She catches her breath for a bit before jumping up to hug him. He hugs back for a few seconds before letting go. Lacy is still hugging him, face pressed against his chest and giggling to herself. Lincoln stands up, her feet are dangling in the air. He turns his body around, swinging the latched on girl around.

"Now, where's my mitt?"

He spots the old brown baseball glove on the ground next to the backdoor. He waddles over to it, Lacy's legs swing side to side. When at the mitt, he grabs her legs with one arm and brings them around his hip. He bends over and picks up his mitt, Lacy is giggling nonstop.

Lincoln pokes Lacy's head with the glove. "Alright, champ, get your mitt."

Lacy drops down from Lincoln and scampers off to grab her mitt and baseball. They start passing it back and forth, occasionally popping fly balls or ground balls. She has no problem catching any throws, but Lincoln is having a lot of trouble. Half the time he drops the ball after he catches it. The other half is spent chasing the ball around after it bounces off the rim of his glove. Despite her laughing, Lacy does reassure him that he is getting better at this. After a while, they call it and head inside. Lacy hops on the couch next to Liby and turns on the TV; switching it to the sports channel. 

Lincoln checks on Lupa, who is now drawing with his drawing tablet. He got her a tablet for her birthday last year, so she knows how to effectively use one. He stands next to her and watches her draw a bunch of imps swimming in a pool of lava.

"You're not failing school, are you?"

Lupa stops drawing and faces Lincoln. "What makes you say that?"

"Well, I know you draw in class, instead of paying attention. But I also never see you do homework here; even if you stay extra late."

Lupa goes back to drawing. "I can draw and listen at the same time, just fine. As for the homework, I do it all ten minutes before I go to bed."

"And you don't make any mistakes on the homework?"

"I typically get a few questions wrong, but I maintain an average of A- on all subjects."

"I guess that's good enough for me."

Lincoln watches quietly as she adds details to the water.

"You got a boyfriend, yet?"

Lupa responds by throwing her hands in the air and giving him an "are you serious?" face.

Lincoln cracks a half smile and raises an eyebrow at the girl.

"No, I am not interested in that sort of thing."

"Bet you would be if he had horns and red skin."

"Maybe I would."

Another moment of silence goes by.

"Hey... do you have, like, a bust of the head of a demon, or something?"

Lupa stops drawing but doesn't turn to face Lincoln. "Yes... why?"

"No reason. Just remembered that your mother had one of a vampire when she was your age."

Lupa remains motionless for a bit before going back to drawing as Lincoln continues to watch over her. He gives her some tips when she starts practicing proper shading of small indents on the body. She's finished with the rough sketch and about to start lining the drawing when Lincoln noticed the time and left the office. He goes into the kitchen, turns on the oven and takes the frozen lasagna out. The oven is finished preheating and he puts the lasagna in and sets the timer. He walks into the living room; Lacy is watching sports highlights and Liby is still reading.

Liby places her bookmark and closes the book. "Hey, you guys wanna play Dario Party?"

Lacy and Lincoln look at each other and nod.

"Yeah."

"Sure."

"I call Moshi." Lupa shouts from the office.

They set up the Bintenbo YuuWe game system and turn on Dario Party XIV. They start a game and everyone picks their favorite character. Lincoln picks the classic Dario, Lacy picks the funny looking Yawuigi, Lupa called Moshi first so she gets the green dragon and Liby picks her second favorite: Frog, the truffle-bodied munchkin. They set it to play 20 rounds since Lacy has to go in about an hour. The game begins and Lincoln already shoots far ahead with a lucky roll and then winning the mini-game; scoring him a lot of gems. While Lincoln is probably the best Dario Party player in the room, he is no where near as good as his littlest sister, Lily. A few months ago, she came over to visit and they all played a game. At the end, Lily had more meteorites than everyone else, combined and doubled. The running start for Lincoln painted a target on him, however, as by the end of the game, Liby took the victory with a last turn duel. The bonus meteorites did not help him, either, as Lacy won them all and secured her second place in front of Lincoln. Lupa had no luck all game and brought up the rear with only a single meteorite to her name. Liby got up and danced around the living room, shaking what her mother gave her.

They want to play another game, but Lacy's time is almost up so she sits out as they throw a computer in. It wasn't long until there was a knock on the door. Lacy shot up and answered it, it was her mom.

"Hi, mom."

"Hey, sweetie."

The two hug, Lynn walks inside.

"Hey girls."

"Hi."

"Hey."

"What about me?"

"You're a girl, too, Lincoln."

Lincoln casually nods. "Got it."

Lynn spots them playing a video game. "Is Uncle Lincoln beating up little girls, again?"

Liby giggles a little. "We're kicking his butt."

"Oh really? Give him some time, I'm sure he'll find some way to cheat to victory."

"I never cheated."

"You cheated all the time when we were kids."

"You're just jealous because I was the best daughter."

"Hoho, the man's got some jokes."

"Jokes for days."

"You ready to go, Lacy?"

Lacy picks up her backpack from the floor. "Yep." She gives Lincoln a hug before heading out the door.

"Thanks for watching Lacy, Lincoln."

"Anytime."

"Have a good night you guys."

"See ya."

"Good night."

"Have a good night you two."

Lynn closes the door behind her. It was just the three of them now, playing Dario Party. Lincoln won this time, the girls off handily call him a cheater. Lincoln ignored their complaints and started dancing around. The oven beeper went off so he booty bumped his way to the kitchen. The lasagna was ready as he sliced it up and served it to the hungry girls. After dinner they all were in Lincoln's office, looking at funny cat videos. They got bored of that so they sat on the couch and watched TV; well, Lincoln watched TV. Liby went back to reading her book and Lupa started drawing in her sketchbook. He sat in the middle while both girls were leaning their back against him, resting their feet on the armrest. Nine o'clock rolls around and they hear another knock on the door. Lupa knows it's her mother so she starts gathering her stuff. Sure enough, Lucy stood before him when Lincoln answered the door.

"Hello, Lincoln."

"Sup, Luce."

Lincoln lets his little sister in; Lupa walks up to her, ready to go.

"Hello, Lupa."

"Hello, Mother."

"Before we go; Lincoln, I am taking the swing shifts from now on at my store."

"Oh, really?"

"Yes, and rather than have Lupa stay here every weeknight I think it's time to let her stay home alone, after school."

"Okay, then. She's got my number, so I'll be here if you need me."

Lupa nods and the two head out the front door.

"Lupa..."

The little girl turns around and sees her uncle with his arms wide open, smiling. She turns to her mother, the two stare at each other for a second. Lucy turns to Lincoln and tosses her car keys at him.

"Oops, can you be a dear and get those for me, please?"

Lupa sighs as loud as she can and walks back to Lincoln. They share a hug before he hands her the keys and she walks away.

"Good night you guys."

"Good night, Lincoln."

"Night."

He closes the door, it's just the two of them now. Lincoln sits back onto the couch and watches TV some more. Liby puts down her book and starts brainstorming ideas with him. They talk for a long time, trying to decide what the scenario is and what kind of tone it should have. She asks him if it should be more about Artyom, instead. He asks her when Artyom finally confesses his feelings to Mikhail. They share a laugh and watch some late night talk shows. It's getting pretty late, but Luan is still not here. Liby's eyes grow heavy and she eventually falls asleep on the couch. Her head rests against Lincoln''s leg, he brushes some stray hair off her face. He gets a text from Luan, her show is done and is on her way over. Lincoln tells her that Liby's asleep so she should text him when she's here, instead of knocking. Ten minutes later he gets another text stating that Luan is here. He quietly gets off the couch and lets his older sister in. She sneaks over to Liby and gently picks her up in her arms. Lincoln helps her get Liby into the car without waking her up. Luan turns on the engine, which wakes Liby up. She looks around, half asleep and spots her mom.

"Hi, mom."

"Hi sweetie."

Lincoln was able to put her seat belt on before she turns to him.

"Good night, Liby."

"Good night."

Liby goes back to sleep. He closes the car door as quietly as he can and watches the car drive off. He goes back inside. He turns off the TV and heads to bed.

The next day, Lacy is quickly trying to stuff her gear into her backpack as her mom calls her name. She runs down the hall, out the front door and into the car. They being their morning drive to school.

"So, did you sign up for the baseball team?" Lynn asks.

"Yep, wrote down that I wanted the pitcher position, too."

"Good, I'm sure you'll get it."

A moment of silence goes by, Lacy stares out her window; watching the houses go by.

"Lincoln will be watching you and Liby, tonight."

"Not Lupa?"

"Lucy says Lupa is old enough to take care of herself while she is at work."

"Oh..."

"And, I think the same about you. I believe you are old enough to be home alone."

Lacy perks up and faces her mom. "Really?"

"Yeah, Lucy trusts Lupa to be alone at home, so I think I can trust you, too."

Lacy bounces up and down in her seat. She's excited to finally head straight home after school and not bother Uncle Lincoln. Her excitement settles down. Liby is the only one left who gets babysat by Uncle Lincoln, and she's probably going to stop soon, too.

"Is it okay if I visit Lincoln? I can ride my bike to his house."

Lynn smiles at her daughter. "Of course, just be careful on the road over there."

"I will be." Lacy's excitement returns.

"On an unrelated note: your birthday is coming up in a few months. You got any birthday wishes?"

Lacy goes silent for a moment, trying to think of something she wants. She doesn't need any new equipment. Her shoes are still in good condition. She could ask for tickets to a sporting event. She continues to think of what she could want, then it comes to her.

"You know how you and Uncle Lincoln used to play together as kids?"

"Yeah."

"And how you always said he was the best brother?"

"...yeah?"

"That's what I want; a little brother!"

Lynn's cheeks grow rosy. "Oh, honey, I can't just make a little brother for you."

Lacy frowns.

"Besides, Lincoln was only two years younger than me. Your hypothetical brother would be at least 11 years younger than you. You guys wouldn't be able to play together. Not like me and Linc, anyway."

"That's fine, I can coach him when he gets into sports."

Lynn sighs. "Think of other things you want for your birthday."

Lacy goes back to staring out the window. She imagines what it would be like to have a little brother to play with. They would play catch, tag, hide and seek; it would be great. They would run around the backyard as mom watches them and dad grills some burgers...

That's another thing she's always wanted, a dad. She's asked for one before, but every time she did her mom would become sad; so she stopped asking. She would always get jealous of the other kids, getting picked up from school from their parents. Their dad would hug them and carry them on his shoulders. Lacy sighs, depression hitting her like a brick.

"We're here."

Lacy looks up and sees the giant school looming over the car. They exit the vehicle and head into the gym. Lynn heads into her office while Lacy does he morning practice; trying to forget about being fatherless. Some of the other students enter the gym and hang out with Lacy, and before long the school bell rings and everyone heads to their classes.

Lacy enters Mrs. Pacowski's class, Lupa is already at her seat. As she takes her seat, she notices Lupa isn't nearly as protective of her sketchbook as usual. The book is laid flat on the desk and Lupa is casually drawing in it. Lacy peeks over to see what her cousin is drawing. It's a portrait of a demon family. The little demon girl bears a resemblance to Lupa while the mother looks like Lucy. The father, however, is without any discernible features; faceless. Looks like Lacy isn't the only one in a depressing mood today. The final bell rings as Mrs. Pacowski enters the class. Lupa closes her sketchbook and puts it away. Perhaps she was worried that everyone would see her personal drawing.

The first half was bland and uneventful. Lacy did her best to follow along with the teacher while Lupa just stared blankly ahead. The lunch bell rings and the students head into the lunch room. Lacy and Lupa get their food and head to the usual table. Just as Liby is in sight, they see her sigh deeply while staring at her thermos container. They look at each other and realize that it's going to be a depressing lunch.

Lacy and Lupa set their food on the table.

"Sup, Liby?" Lacy greets.

"Hey."

The two are taken back by the lackluster greeting, taking their seat next to her.

"So, what has put you guys in a low mood?" Lupa asks.

"Nothing..." Liby says while Lacy pokes her food.

"Come on, now, we are all family here."

"Well... we're all the same, so I'm sure you guys have thought of it as well." Lacy explains. "But, I was thinking about what it would be like to have a dad."

Lupa nods her head.

"Same."

"Like, I remember two years ago asking Santa to bring me a dad for Christmas."

"I have asked for that, as well."

"Same."

The table becomes quiet, as their other friends show up with their food.

"Hey girls, what's up."

"Nothing." They all answer at the same time.

Lunch is over as all the students head back into their classrooms. The second half mimics the first, with Lacy trying to follow along and Lupa staring forward. The bell rings, Mrs. Pacowski wishes everyone a good day. Lacy and Lupa saunter down the hall, Liby joins them along the way. They exit the school and spot Uncle Lincoln in the distance. It's strange, they become down when they think about their fatherless situation, but the sight of their uncle always brings them back up. The three girls walk towards him when Lupa realizes she has a bus to catch.

"I will see you guys, later."

"You're not ganna come with us to Lincoln's?" Liby asks.

"No, mother is letting me watch myself after school, now."

"C'mon, Lupe, at least spend one last afternoon with him." Lacy chimes in.

"I plan on visiting him every once in a while."

Liby slides behind Lupa and pushes her forward. "Nope, you're joining us. You can leave when Aunt Lynn picks up Lacy."

"Yeah, you don't live that far away from my house."

Lupa sighs. "Fine."

Liby stops pushing Lupa as they all walk up to their uncle. Lacy and Liby run up to him and give him a hug. Lupa stops a few feet away from the group hug. Lincoln looks up at Lupa.

"Aren't you going to miss your bus, Lupa?"

"Actually, I was hoping to hang out with you guys at your place, for a bit."

"That's fine, you're always welcome at my place. Now, give me a hug."

Lupa frowns. "Really? Am I not too old for hugs?"

"No one is ever too old for hugs, Lupe." Lincoln spreads his arms.

Lupa sighs and walks over to her uncle. She might as well hug the man, especially since their hug rate is going to plummet. She opens her arms as his embrace closes in on her. When suddenly, she ducks under Lincoln's grasp and sprints towards the parking lot.

"Oh no you don't!" Lincoln quickly turns around and chases his niece into the sea of cars; the other two follow suit.

Lupa zips around the parking lot, looking for Lincoln's car. She's not sure if calling base at his car will stop him; she's never made it that far. She turns right at a mini-van when Lacy pops up in front of her, blocking her path. Lupa quickly takes the left and continues to run passed the row of vehicles; Lacy close behind her. As she runs down the line of cars, she can see Liby running down the path to the left, waiting to cut her off from that side. Lupa frantically looks around for Lincoln's blue sedan; finally spotting it to her right. She takes a sharp turn just as Lacy tries to grab her. Lupa makes a B-line to the vehicle and is a few cars away from it when Lincoln grabs her from the side; swinging her around in the air.

"I got you!"

"Noooo! I was so close!"

Lincoln stops swinging the defeated girl and lifts her into his arms, carrying her like a princess. Lupa can already hear laughing come from the people in the parking lot. Lacy and Liby reach the two and they both taunt the girl; Liby is out of breath. Lincoln carries the little demon to his car, Lacy hops in the front passenger seat. Lincoln drives out of the school parking lot, the mood in in the car is high as Lupa promises to escape his hug one day. Lincoln shoots down her dreams by telling her she'll never escape his love. Someone farted, everyone blames Lacy. Lacy swears that it wasn't her this time. Liby says she's written a few pages and wants Lincoln to review it; he can't wait. Lupa says she can do a quick sketch of her story; if she can draw them as gogs. Liby accepts her kind offer. Lincoln asks if Liby doesn't mind having leftover lasagna tonight; she's okay with it. Lacy busts out laughing, admitting to farting earlier. Everyone says they knew it all along. They arrive at Lincoln's house. Same as always; Lupa heads for the computer, Liby gets on the couch and Lacy goes out back.

Lincoln sits next to Liby as she hands him her notebook. He reads over her short story, making mental notes on what she needs to improve. He finishes her story and tells her she needs to work on the details. She can visualize her story, but the reader cannot. Liby takes note of the advice and begins writing down the setting for the story. Lincoln gets up from the couch, messes up Liby's hair, and heads into his office. Lupa is looking over the illustrations on his computer. Lincoln asks to see her sketchbook; she lets him. He turns to the last page, the one with the demon family. His heart sinks a little as the father of the family is left blank. Lincoln praises her on her drawing and to keep getting better. Lupa thanks her uncle as she pulls up the drawing of imps she started last night. Lincoln heads out to his backyard, where Lacy is practicing her pitching.

"When does the baseball season start?" Lincoln asks, walking over to the pitching net.

"Next month, tryouts start this Monday." Lacy throws another ball.

Lincoln picks up some of the baseballs sitting around the net and tosses them at Lacy. "Be sure to tell me your schedule so I can be at those games."

Lacy blushes a little. "You don't need to be there for every game." She throws another pitch.

"No, but I want to watch you play; to cheer you on."

Lacy smiles. "Alright, you'll know as soon as I do."

She throws a few more pitches before Lincoln brings out a large tarp to practice hitting the ball with a bat. Lincoln stands to the side of the tarp, lobbing baseballs at Lacy, who hits them into the tarp. Although not the best way to train her swing; it's better than nothing.

"So, you're birthday is coming up. You got anything you want?"

Lacy puts the head of her bat onto the ground, using it like a kick-stand. "I thought about it, but can't think of anything I need."

"Really? There's nothing you want?"

The thought of asking for a dad crossed her mind for a moment. Would it be weird to ask her uncle to be her dad? Probably, so she decides to just shrug at him.

"Well, let me know if something comes up."

Lacy agrees and they continue their practice. A few minutes go by before Lacy says she wants to play another game of Dario Party. They head inside and Lincoln turns on his system. Liby immediately calls dibs on Moshi, a sigh can be heard coming from Lincoln's office. Everyone takes their place on the couch, they choose their favorite characters; sans Lupa. Lupa chooses her second favorite character: the evil princess Durian. Within an hour the game has come to an end. Due to a stroke of last-minute luck, Lacy takes the victory. She tied with Lincoln for most meteorites, but had more gems. Liby takes third with only two meteorites, while Lupa takes last with nothing to her name. Lacy starts dancing around the living room when Lupa throws a couch pillow at her face. Lacy retaliates by throwing it back at Lupa, but hits Lincoln instead. Everyone immediately reaches for a nearby pillow and the fight begins. Laughter fills the room as the feathers fly. No one is shown mercy as everyone hits everyone with reckless abandon. The joy is cut short by a knock at the door. Lacy runs over to answer it; it was Lynn.

"Hi mom!" Lacy hugs Lynn.

"Hi sweetie." Lynn enters the house, noticing the aftermath of a deadly pillow fight. "Every time I come over here, you're beating up little girls. Somebody has to put an end to this."

Lynn grabs Lacy's pillow and pelts Lincoln in the face with it. "Everyone, gang up on Lincoln!"

Lacy grabs another pillow and all three of the girls rush their uncle. Lincoln is wielding a pillow in each hand and does his best to block the fury of blows. He manages to keep them at bay, but is eventually overwhelmed. Lincoln is pinned to the floor, covered in pillows, as his nieces sit atop of him victoriously. After doing a quick dance around his corpse, the girls finally let Lincoln go. Lacy gathers her things while Lupa asks her Aunt Lynn for a ride home; to which she agrees to. With her back turned, Lincoln quickly runs over and picks up Lupa for a hug. She shrieks at the sudden affection while Lacy runs up to Lincoln, wanting to join in. He reaches down and picks up his niece with one hand and hugs them both. He finally lets the girls go, letting them grab their belongings. They both get ready and head out the door with Lynn, saying goodbye to Liby and Lincoln.

Liby pulls out a book from her backpack and starts reading. Lincoln turns on a single-player game and continues from a save point. Some time goes by and Lincoln throws the leftover lasagna into the microwave for dinner. After dinner Liby and Lincoln are in his office. Lincoln is doing some quick sketches for Liby's story; drawing the setting. She instructs him that Mikhail and Artyom are sitting around a campfire in the ruins of a building. Lincoln follows her orders but strays off when he draw's Artyom's hand resting on Mikhail's thigh. Liby is quick to stop him, but her flummoxed words bring a smile to his face. Lincoln got a text from Luan. Her show was bumped forward and was already over; she's on her way. Liby puts her things away and her and Lincoln sit on the couch, waiting for Luan. Within minutes Luan was at the door.

"Hey guys." Luan greeted.

"Hi mom." Liby hugs her.

"Hey Luan, how's it going?"

"Not so bad, one of the other comedians got too drunk to do their stand up, so the whole show ended earlier."

"I hope he's alright."

"Ah, he'll be fine. It's just more fuel for our routine." Luan looks down at her daughter. "You ready to go, kiddo?"

Liby nods her head and heads out to the car.

"Before we go, I gatta talk to you about something, Lincoln."

"Liby's old enough to watch herself, right?"

Luan rubs the back of her head. "Heh, yeah, guess it was obvious. She's not a baby anymore, and with her cousins being left alone at home now..."

Lincoln places his hand on his sister's shoulder. "I understand, Luan, and if she needs anything, I'll always be here for her."

Luan gives her little brother a hug. "Thank you, Lincoln, for everything."

"Anytime, sis."

Their hug is interrupted when they both feel something wrapped around their legs. They look down and see Liby with her arms wrapped around their legs, smiling up at them. Lincoln gets down and hugs his niece. The two go into Luan's car and wave goodbye at Lincoln as they drive down the road. Lincoln heads back inside and continues his single-player game. It's getting late, Lincoln saves his game and heads into his office. The picture he was making with Liby sits on his computer screen. He saves the drawing, in case Liby ever wants to continue it. He turns off the lights and goes to bed.

The next day, Lacy awoke to the sound of her name being called by her mother. The call was not for school, but for a nice breakfast this Saturday morning. Lacy raced down the hall in her pajamas and took her seat at the table. Lynn plopped a plate of various meats in front of her. The sight of sliced ham, sausages, bacon and eggs made the hungry girl drool. Lacy started devouring the breakfast when Lynn's phone started ringing.

"Hello? Hi, Lisa, thanks for getting back to me."

Lacy looked up from her plate, mouth full of food. "Aun eesa? Ehl her I seh hai!"

Lynn chuckled. "Lacy says hi."

Soon after, Lynn hands the phone to her daughter. "Lisa wants to speak with you for a bit."

Lacy swallows and grabs the phone. Lynn takes her seat and starts eating her meaty breakfast.

"Hi Auntie Lisa, what's up?"

"This bowl of fruit floating above my experimental anti-gravitational emission pad. As for me, nothing of import. I am just curious to see how my niece is faring."

"I'm good, ganna go play in the park today with my cousins."

"That sounds fun, are you eating healthy?"

Lacy stabs an egg and rains it's yellow yolk onto her grease-soaked food. "Yep."

"No physical abnormalities?"

"Nope, healthy as a horse."

"How are you mentally?"

"Sharp as a fork!"

"Hmm, and how's school?"

"I'm doing great."

"Are you now?"

"I'm passing, anyway."

"Well I guess that is to be expected considering who your mother is."

Lacy covered the receiver end of the phone. "Aunt Lisa called you stupid."

Lynn looks up from her plate, mouth full of food. "Ehl her I seh her ace is soopi."

Lacy removes her hand from the phone. "Mom says your face is stupid."

"Clever. It's been nice talking to you, Lacy, can you hand the phone back to your mother, please?"

"Sure, bye-bye Aunt Lisa."

"Goodbye, dear."

Lacy hands the phone back to Lynn.

"Sup?"

After a brief pause, Lynn gets up from her chair and makes her way down the hall. Lacy follows her mother with her eyes as she walks into her bedroom and closes the door behind her. She briefly wonders why her mom is being so secretive, but chalks it up as birthday-related and goes back to her meal. As she licks the yolk off her plate, Lynn returns to the table; finished with her phone call.

"What did Aunt Lisa want?"

"Hmm? Oh, nothing. She plans to visit us in a few months, though."

Lacy puts the plate back onto the table, squinting at her mother. Lynn playfully averts her eyes and hums before continuing her meal. Lacy gets up from her seat and places her dish into the sink without breaking eye contact with Lynn. She proceeds to walk backwards down the hall and into her room. Her body walks passed the doorway but she leans her head out the frame, glaring at her mother one last time before completely disappearing. Once inside her room, she giggles to herself at the silliness.

Lacy grabs a towel and heads into the bathroom. She brushes her teeth, showers and dries herself off. She dresses herself and grabs her phone. She texts Liby and Lupa about when they are going to the park. Liby says she was going to head over there in about thirty minutes. Lupa says whenever is fine with her. Lacy agrees to meet with them at the park in a half-hour. Lynn appears at the bedroom doorway, holding her car keys.

"Hey champ, ready to go to the park?"

"Not yet, we're ganna meet up in half an hour."

"Okay, just let me know when you're ready to go."

"I'll just take my bike there, I can put the stuff in my backpack."

"Are you sure? You have a tendency to over pack."

Lacy waves her hand at her mother. "I'll be fine."

Lynn shrugs and heads to the living room; pulling her phone out of her pocket along the way. Lacy focuses at the problem at hand: what to bring with her. They probably won't want to play baseball, so she can leave her bat. She can bring an extra mitt to play catch with at least one of them. If they play tag, she can bring some flags to turn it into flag-tag. Might as well bring a football since it won't take much room; nor will a soccer ball. Are there basketball hoops in the park? Lacy thinks so and stuffs a basketball into her backpack. She knows there's a tennis court somewhere in the park, so she throws a couple of tennis balls and a few rackets into her bag. She thinks she has everything when she spots her volleyball sitting in her closet. Her pack is already pretty full, but she tries to put it in anyway. With enough force she can almost zip up her backpack.

Lacy rubs her chin at the puzzling problem before her. She can't just not bring her volleyball. She tries to stuff it into her bag again. She can almost zip up her pack; just needs to make a little more room. She sees her extra mitt sitting on the bottom. She takes it out and puts her volleyball back into the backpack, zipping it up. She still wants to bring the extra mitt so she latches it onto a loop on the right side of the pack. She took a step back and admired her packing skills. It was perfect, sans the mitt dangling off the side, but it'll be fine.

Lacy looks at the clock, she's still got plenty of time before she has to leave. She plays with her mini-basketball set in her room to kill time. She dunks, three-points, hook shots, granny tosses and blind throws for about fifteen minutes. Her time is up, so she does one final 360 slam dunk before grabbing her backpack and heading out the front door.

"Bye mom, see you later."

"Be back before dinner; we're having hamburgers."

"Okay."

Lacy closed the door behind her ran around the side of the house where her bike awaits. She throws herself onto the seat and quickly has to re-balance herself due to her unwieldy backpack. With a strong kick off the ground, she rides along the fence onto the sidewalk. She hangs a right but takes the corner too closely and hits her backpack against the fence post. Lacy recovers and speeds down the sidewalk to her destination. She pedals with full force, avoiding any pedestrians and pets along the way. Within minutes, the park is in view. She rides to the bike stand and is about to lock her bike up when she notices that the dangling mitt is missing.

Lacy quickly scours the area around her, hoping to find her mitt. If her mother found out she lost another piece of her gear she would kill her. Not wanting to risk death by angry parent, Lacy hops back onto her bike and retraces her steps back towards her home. She observes the streets and sidewalks closely, as well as the neighborhood dogs in case they found a new chew toy. She stops by a few of the people she passed earlier to ask them about the mitt, none of which say they've seen it. Lacy is almost back home when she spots the mitt on the ground; right where she hit the fence post. She rides over to the glove and is about to pick it up, when she notices Uncle Lincoln's car parked in front of her house.

Uncle Lincoln being at her house, secretly and when she's gone is pretty strange indeed. So strange that one might think there was a secret plan going on. A secret plan that might involve ones birthday happening in a few months. Lacy thinks about eavesdropping on them, but decides against it. She doesn't want whatever surprise they are planning to be ruined. She picks up her mitt and re-attaches it back onto the loop. Lacy turns her bike around and is about to kick off when she stops herself. She looks back at her house, the thought of spying on the two adults crosses her mind again. Surely, it couldn't hurt to do a little reconnaissance; it's her birthday after all.

Lacy kicks out her bike-stand and lays her backpack on the ground. She tip-toes over to the kitchen window. There is a plastic bin nearby and she uses that to reach the window. She carefully looks inside and spots her mother and Lincoln sitting on the couch in the living room. Lincoln opens up a fresh can of soda, meaning he just got here. The kitchen window's lock has always been damage, so Lacy is able to crack it open and hear the conversation inside.

"Yeah I won't be seeing them as much, but it'll be fine. They'll still visit me every once in a while, which is good enough for me."

"Well, you knew it was going to happen eventually."

Lincoln slowly nods, the fact that he won't see the girls everyday has dampened his spirit. The looks on her Uncles face saddens Lacy a bit; she didn't realize how much he enjoyed spending time with them.

"At least you guys let me babysit them for as long as I did. I'm sure they've been asking for this for a long time."

"I can only imagine how many times Lupa has asked Lucy to let her be home alone."

"Heh, yeah."

Lincoln took a few swigs of his sugary drink before setting it onto the coffee table and standing up.

"But that's not what you called me for."

Lacy's ears perked up, it's finally time for them to talk about their secret party plan for her birthday. Lynn laid back onto the couch and raised her eyebrow at Lincoln.

"No, it is not."

"I cant't believe Lisa agreed to do it. She said she was only going to do it once for each of you."

"I'm a bit surprised myself. When we talked, she only asked if I was ready for it."

"So, are you ready?"

Lynn smiles at her brother. "Yep."

Lacy wondered what they were talking about, then it hit her. She remembers years ago when Aunt Lisa showed up for her birthday with a new invention. She called it the Omega Bounce Dimension; basically a bigger bounce castle with gravity-defying altercations that allowed one to bounce around the walls indefinitely. Lynn was a bit worried about the implications of bouncing forever. Her worries came true when Lacy and her friends flew out of the castle and landed face first onto the grass. Lacy remembers her mom and Aunt Lisa arguing about whether or not that thing was safe. The conversation ended with Lisa packing up the invention and shelving it. Could this be what they are talking about? Has Lisa made it more safe and is bringing it back for Lacy's birthday? Lacy gets giddy with anticipation of seeing the new and improved toy at her birthday party.

"Hold on, Lynn, first we have to talk about something."

Lacy paused her excitement and returned her attention to the conversation.

"What's up?"

Lincoln was silent, he took a deep breath. "I want to tell them."

Lynn shot up from the couch. "You can't."

"They should know."

"Should they? Lisa said it could lead to permanent emotional damage if they knew."

"I know, but..." Lincoln turns away from his sister and stares at the floor.

Lacy is befuddled by their worries. Why would anyone get emotionally damaged if they knew about a surprise party? I mean, yeah it can ruin the surprise if the person knew about it, but permanent damage?

Lynn walked over to her brother, placing her hand on his shoulder.

"I know how you feel, Lincoln, I want to tell her, too. I remember the first time she asked 'Where's daddy?'. Even now, she occasionally asks me about it"

Lincoln looked back at his sister and shrugged. "Maybe you should just tell her where he is?"

Lacy's heart skipped a beat. She has a father, and they know where he is? Her breath becomes shallow, her palms get sweaty. Mom has always said she didn't know the man that got her pregnant, but she's been lying this whole time? Why would she lie about her dad?

"We can't, Linc, we all can't. We all agreed to keep it a secret. None of them can know about their father."

Tears began to well up in Lacy's eyes. What is going on here? What does she mean by 'them'? Are they talking about Liby and Lupa? Do all three of them share the same father? Is that why it's been kept a secret? All three of them have suffered this whole time just because their actually sisters?

"I know Luan and Lucy are thinking the same as us. They don't like seeing their daughters as fatherless."

"Then we're all going to have to suffer. Lots of kids grow up with only a single parent, we'll all be fine.

"Can we at least have a meeting about it? When Lisa shows up for the birthday we can all decide if we want to tell them."

"Linc, they're still kids. We should let them live a normal childhood."

"Then we can tell them when their eighteen."

Lynn sighs. "Maybe."

Lincoln and Lynn hug each other. Lacy watches them, holding back her tears. Why would they be so against to telling them who their dad is? Would it really be that bad if they knew? Is it because he doesn't want anything to do with them? Is he a bad guy or in jail for some heinous crime? Lincoln and Lynn separate from their hug but are still holding each other.

"I'm sure you know this, but Lacy thinks of you as a sort-of father."

Lincoln expresses a huge grin. "Yeah, they all do. One time, years ago, Liby accidentally called me 'dad'."

"Really?"

"Yeah, she was half-asleep at the time, but it still made me happy."

The mood has changed to a brighter one, a homely one. The tears in Lacy's eyes dried up as she looked on. They were right, Lincoln is like a father to the girls. She looks back fondly at all the times he's been there for them. He's been to all of their birthdays, to every sporting event, to the mall with them. Anytime their mother's couldn't be there; he was there. It doesn't really matter if they don't have a father; they still have Uncle Lincoln.

"Speaking of fathers. You know what Lacy wanted for her birthday? A little brother."

Lacy's face goes red, why did she bring up such an embarrassing request?

"A brother? Haven't you heard, I'm four for four now."

Confusion struck Lacy's face. What did he mean by that?

Lynn raised her arms around Lincoln's neck, drawing him in. "That's a risk I'm willing to take."

Absolute horror smears across Lacy's face as she sees her mother and uncle start to kiss. Her entire being is frozen, trying to comprehend what is happening in front of her. Why are they kissing? They just talked about Lacy's real dad and now they are kissing? That's when it hit her. Like a swift punch in the stomach, Lacy realized what was going on. Her suspicions became true as she sees her uncle pick up her mother in his arms and carry her to her room, bridal style. Lincoln is Lacy's father. Not just Lacy's, but Liby and Lupa's as well. But who was the fourth? He said four for four with girls, who is the fourth girl?

Lacy lowered herself from the window, her whole body is shivering. She stared at the wall in front her her, motionless. This whole time, Lincoln was her dad. Her mom and dad are siblings. She's a product of incest. Nausea assaults her stomach, she braces herself against the house. That's why her mom has been lying this whole time. Her breathing becomes stunted, her mouth grows dry; she feels like she could vomit at any moment. Lacy walks over to her bike, staring at the ground in deep thought. Her backpack sat in front of her, her cousins are waiting for her at the park. They aren't her cousins, though, their her sisters. She picks up her pack and hops onto the bike. She starts pedaling, silently riding down the street.

Lacy thinks back to all the times Lincoln has been there. It seems obvious, now, that he's their father. The things he's done is not what an uncle does. An uncle doesn't look after you every day for as long as you can remember. An uncle doesn't show up for everything that you're involved in. An uncle isn't there for your first day of school. An uncle isn't there for your first steps. An uncle isn't there on the day you were born. Those are things only a mother and father do.

It's probably the same for Liby and Lupa. He was there with Lacy and Lupa's first day of kindergarten; he was probably there for Liby's. Lacy remembers Liby mentioning that Lincoln often drives her to the dentist for her appointment. She remembers when Lupa first took an interest in drawing. She sat by Lincoln for hours as he taught her the basics. What would they think, if they knew the truth? Would they grow sick, like her? Would Liby cry, knowing that she's a freak? Would Lupa scream, knowing she's an abomination? Is telling them the right thing to do? Aunt Lisa is right, knowing the truth could scar someone forever.

"Hi Lacy."

Should she tell them the truth?

"Lacy?"

Or should should keep this a secret, so only she suffers?

"Lacy!"

Lacy snaps out of it. She looked around, she's at the park. Somehow she spaced out the entire ride and now her "cousins" stood before her.

"Lacy, are you okay?"

"You look sick, cuz."

Lacy blankly stared at the two, unblinking. Liby and Lupa look at each other, briefly, before turning their worried looks back at their cousin. Lacy got off her bike and sat her backpack down. She took a deep breath.

"Guys, we need to talk."

Lacy walked off towards a secluded part of the park. Liby and Lupa watched her for a bit before following her. Lacy stopped next to a giant tree at the edge of the park. She looked around to make sure no one was in sight. Liby and Lupa caught up to her as she leaned her back against the tree.

"Lacy, what is going on?"

"Is something wrong? I've never seen you like this."

Lacy took another deep breath. Her breath shook as she exhaled.

"So..."

She tried to think of what to say. How does one tell another such a catastrophic story?

"I, uh, was on my way over here and, uhh, I realized I dropped something and had to go back for it. So I went back for it and saw U-uncle Lincoln at my place and..."

Lacy clears her throat. Her eyes wondered around, unable to look her cousins in the eye

"He was talking to my mom and I sort of eavesdropped on them. They were... I-I thought they were talking about my birthday and so I kept listening."

She pauses, trying to think of the right words. She thinks back to the conversation, her stomach turns in knots. Her mind drew a blank, there was no easy way to say this. Like a band-aid, it was best to just get it over with.

"Uncle Lincoln is our dad."

No response from the other two. Lupa only raises an eyebrow and stares at Lacy. Liby just shows confusion at such a ridiculous statement. Everyone remains silent for a moment, until Lupa finally speaks up.

"Is that it, really?"

"What?"

"You had us worried about how serious you are all for a joke?"

"It's not a joke!"

"Yes it is, there is no way that Uncle Lincoln is our dad."

"It's true! I saw him and my mom kissing. He picked her up and brought her to her room talking about making me a brother."

"That is a sick thing to think of, Lacy."

"I saw them, I'm not lying!"

The frustration in Lacy's voice was genuine, but what she was saying was impossible. It was strange to see their cousin like this. While she was willing to lie for the sake of a joke, joking about this was too much. Lupa shook her head, unsure of what to say. Liby finally spoke up.

"Lacy, cuz, Lincoln is our uncle, our mom's brother. When siblings have children, the baby is born with a lot of defects."

Liby spreads her arms out as if presenting the three girls.

"We're all healthy, perfectly healthy. If we were his kids, we'd have something wrong with at least one of us."

Lacy paused, trying to think of an answer. Liby was right, there would be something wrong with them. Unless someone fixed any defects they might have had. Someone like...

"Lisa! Our Aunt Lisa is a super genius scientist person. If anyone could do it, it would be her"

"Aunt Lisa is a doctor of theoretical experimental quantum relativistic physics, not a geneticist."

"She has always said she got that title because of how ridiculous and fake it sounds. I bet she knows stuff about genes."

"You can bet all you want, it doesn't make it true."

"Lacy, why would our mothers even want to go through with all of that?"

"Well..."

"If they wanted to have children then there is a less risky and more legal way of having us."

"Fine then!"

Lacy pulls out her phone and begins typing away.

"If you won't believe me then we're just ganna ask him directly."

Liby and Lupa both lunge towards Lacy, attempting to stop her.

"Lacy, please, don't embarrass yourself like this."

The girls try to grab the phone away from Lacy, but she avoids them. They surround her but she tumbles out from under them. With a final press on the screen, the message is sent.

"There, it's sent. It reads: 'hey uncle lincoln me and the other girls want to hang for a bit are you at your place'."

Liby and Lupa both facepalm at their cousin. Lacy stood triumphant as she shows her phone at them. Within a minute, there was a response.

"Hi lacy I'm not home right now I'm running errands will be home in about 20 minutes."

"See, he's not home cuz he's at my place."

Liby and Lupa both sigh.

"If you want to embarrass yourself, then fine. Let's get this over with."

"I am going to need to ride with one of you."

"You can ride with me, just hold onto my backpack."

The girls walk back to their original meeting point. Luckily, no one swiped any of Lacy's stuff. She put on her overstuffed pack and got on her bike. Lupa hopped onto the back wheel spokes and held the pack tightly. Liby unchained her bike and rode over to Lincoln's place; Lacy close behind.

"Lacy, think about what you are doing. Accusing Uncle Lincoln of being our dad is crazy."

"Crazy? Like a crazy caused by a genetic defect?"

Lupa rolled her eyes, it looks like nothing can stop Lacy.

They arrived at Lincoln's house, Lincoln is still not home. The girls sit in front of his door and wait. Some time goes by, Lacy occasionally brings up evidence that supports her theory.

"I never thought much about Aunt Lisa's questions, but now I see that she was checking to see if anything was wrong with us."

"He was there when I was born, what uncle does that?"

"Think about it, Lupe, why would your mom have a one night stand with anyone?"

"Lincoln is listed as the first emergency contact for me at school, after my mom."

"For the longest time, my teachers thought he was my dad."

The other two remained silent and shared the occasional glance at each other. They really couldn't think of a good answer for her questions. What she said was making sense to them. Liby finally broke her silence.

"Lace, say that you're right about all of this, then what? We live our lives knowing what we are? That were freaks? Is that what you want? What do you hope to gain from all of this?"

Lacy didn't respond. Lincoln was here. He parked his car in his driveway and stepped out.

"Hey girls, what's up?"

Lacy shot up from the front step.

"Nothing, we just wanted to chill for a bit."

Lincoln opened his trunk and pulled out a brown paper bag filled with groceries. He unlocks the front door and opens it. He doesn't move. He looks back at Lupa, expecting her to run to his office. She doesn't move, so he heads in first and into the kitchen. The girls stood just outside of the kitchen tiles, looking at him. He begins to unpack his food but notices his nieces staring at him.

"Is something wrong, girls?"

Lincoln throws a worried look at them. Liby and Lupa look over at Lacy, waiting for her to start.

"So whatchya been up to, Uncle?"

"Hmm? Nothing much, I just got done with a few errands."

"Yeah? Like what?"

"Well, I sent some emails to work, went to the bank and picked up some things from the grocery store."

"You also went to my house."

Lincoln turned to Lacy, confused.

"I did?"

"I saw you talking to mom."

"Are you sure it was me?"

"Sure as your hair is white."

"What was your mom and I talking about."

Lacy crosses her arms, she's getting aggrivated by his feigned ignorance. Lincoln continues to put his groceries away.

"You were talking about my birthday, about how I wanted a brother for my birthday."

"Heh heh, you want a brother?"

"Yep."

"That's cute, then what happened?"

"Then you guys kissed."

Lincoln dropped the can of beans he had and turned to Lacy flabbergasted.

"What? Eugh, Lacy, why would you even think that?"

"I didn't have to, I saw it."

"Look, Lacy, just because you haven't seen any other man with white hair doesn't mean I'm the only one."

"It. Was. You"

"No, it wasn't."

Lacy couldn't take it anymore. He was confronted and he knew that she knew, yet he still lied.

"You talked to mom about making me a brother for my birthday. You talked about Aunt Lisa being involved. You said their were other girls. You took my mom to her room and...and..."

Lacy's face was getting red from anger.

"JUST TELL ME THE TRUTH."

"The truth? You want the truth? Okay, the truth is; I can't have kids."

The girls were taken aback by the statement; except for Lacy, who just got angrier at yet another lie. Lincoln's face turned slightly pale and his voice grew quiet.

"When I was younger, I got into an... accident that left me unable to have children. My sisters know that, so they let me play father with you three. They let me...pretend...that I am lucky enough to have a family"

Lincoln knelt down in front of Lacy. His loving smile rained down upon the furious girl, fighting against her anger.

"I wish I had a daughter like you, like any of you; but I'm happy with just having you guys as my nieces."

Whether or not he was telling the truth did not matter; what he said was genuine. Lupa was the first to give in. She let out a muffled cry and turned her head. Tears began rolling down her rosy cheeks. Liby was next; she didn't bother hiding it. Instead, she wiped any tears that rolled down her face. Lacy tried her best, but she gave in as well. Uncontrollably bawling, she covered her face with her hands. Lincoln wrapped his arms around the girl and brought her in for a hug. Lacy pushed him away.

"Stop lying, you're not my uncle."

"I'm sorry, Lacy, I don't know what to tell you."

The tears kept flowing for Lacy, she did her best to wipe them away with her sleeves.

"I want you to tell me that I have a dad who loves me. A dad who's always been there for me. A dad who doesn't care who or what I am. A dad that isn't ashamed of what he's made."

Lincoln grew paler and slowly shook his head.

"I want you to tell me that my dad will always be by my side. That he will watch me grow up. That he will be there when I have kids. That he'll be the best pop pop to them."

Lincoln shook his head faster, his breathing grew unsteady.

"I want you to tell me that I'm your daughter."

That was it, she has broken the man. Tears gushed out of Lincoln's eyes, he was getting choked up as he tried to collect himself.

"I'm sorry."

The girls looked on at the crying adult. They never thought they'd see the day their Uncle Lincoln would cry.

"I'm sorry I couldn't tell you."

Liby and Lupa's jaws swung open, Lacy's face lit up. Lincoln wiped away his tears.

"You girls were never supposed to know."

Liby and Lupa were shocked that Lacy was telling the truth. They could feel the knots growing in their stomach. Lacy was the opposite, she got was she wished for and shoved her face right into Lincoln's chest. Her muffled bawling was very audible. Her, now-sisters looked on at her, the nausea quickly went away. Lacy had the right idea. Now was not the time to be worried about such things. When the father you've always wanted stands before you, there is only one thing you should do.

Liby and Lupa rush the man, each diving under an arm and clinging onto a side. Their tears begin soaking into his Ace Savvy jacket, sobbing quietly. Lincoln was confused, they should be horrified of what they are. They hug him even tighter, he looked down and smiled. He threw his arms around the girls and hugged as tight as he could.

"I'm sorry I didn't tell you sooner. I love you, girls."

Lincoln took a deep breath.

"My daughters."

"I love you, dad."

"I love you, father."

Lacy removed her face from his chest, her cheeks were stained with dried tears.

"I love you, daddy."

After a while, they finished their hug, they dried their tears, then they wondered what they were going to do now. Lincoln stood up and put his hands on his hips.

"Well, I guess we should tell your mothers about this. Can we leave out the part where I cried?"

The girls giggled. Lincoln brought out his phone and started texting. Within 20 minutes all three of his sisters were at his house. Lacy told them her story, that they knew the truth. Lincoln can only shrug as his sisters angrily advanced upon him. Their anger quickly dissipated when they saw their daughters holding his hands, smiling. They looked at their little girls and sighed. It was a sigh of relief, knowing that they don't have to hide it from them anymore.

They all decide to celebrate their new, somewhat twisted, family with pizza; Lincoln's treat. They looked back at the times when they had to hide the truth. They looked forward at the times they'll spend together. Lacy's baseball season is starting soon. Lupa plans on spending a lot more time practicing her art with him. Liby asks if she can spend the night over at his place; Luan agrees. Lincoln looks at his new family with a warm smile. He couldn't be luckier.

Some months later, at Lacy's birthday party. The cake has been devoured, the gifts were opened and the kids ran around with sugar fueled energy. Lynn asked for everyone's attention as she announces that she is pregnant with Lacy's little sister. The other parents whisper to each other; she doesn't know who the father is. Lacy looks up to her Uncle Lincoln, he gives her a sly wink. Lacy is ecstatic to hear she has a baby sister coming and runs up to her mom's belly. She puts her hands on it and whispers.

"I'm going to be the best sister, ever."

One month later, Lily had given birth to Lyla, a beautiful baby girl with a unique tuft of white hair. Lily was accompanied to the hospital by her caring brother, Lincoln.